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Rosa seemed not to know or care, she was
wrapped In a dream and now, when she looked
at the tablet, she felt scornful of Rosabelle, the
young girl In whose lap the unicorn might still
be lulled to sleep. Robert had a thin, painful
look, like the Jesus on auntie's crucifix, thought
Blanche. She was sure he did not want to marry
Rosa.
Auntie had no joy in it, only a great relief; she
packed their things away In tin boxes and the
wicker country stools called "morahs". She was
glad to do it, for it was right that they should go,
but it was wrong for a chapel to be pulled down
to make a cinema. She put on one side the things
that could be given to Rosa so that she should not
be entirely shamed before the deSouzas. There
was the silver ring on which Blanche had cut her
teeth and a christening robe that she herself had
made long ago when her hands were their proper
size. She thought for a moment and put them for
Rosa's baby with the other things.
She was the only one In the house with a sense
of religion at all. Father Ghezzi had told her so.
None of them, father, Belle, Rosa, had religion
at all. Even Blanche from the very beginning:
she remembered how, when Blanche was a child
of three, she had taken her to the old Cathedral
when the priest was saying Mass,
"Well, what did you see?" asked father when
they came back.
"We saw God's house/* answered Blanche.
"Did you like it?"